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AIR. Mancznr, Armorer 25 il. 7 2 bene 


T ARK, hark, how the 0 keep time! 1 1 
one, two, three ; 3 ne; two. bs (ORs how they 
A 
While the ſparks fly about heve and there, 
And the anvil rings, 
As the merry dame fings, 
Shoe the mare, ſhoe the mare, ſhoe the mare ! ! 


| Strike, flake, while the i iron is hot, 

A good rule that ſhou'd ne'er be forgot; ; 
Blow the forge, wield the fledge ſtrong and tou; 5 
| When the ſun hides his head, 

And the village goes to bed, 

Drink about, drink about, drink about ! 
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T3 -3 
Click, click, goes the can as it flies, 
Wheel it round, father Dominic cries, 
By the maſs, tis a fin to be drunk; 
fon want a Jolly gueſt, 


Recommend me to the prieſt, 
Merry monk, merry monk, — monk! 


W— 
o iu o AR. Harry Fu RNACE, the Armorer. 


Alas, the days that J have known, 

When good King Edward filPd the throne ; ; 
Oh! what a king was He! 

Twelve hundred knights on Creſſy's plain, 

1 princes, PIR and earls were ſlain! 
Oh! | what a fight to ſee | E 


Prince Edvard was the coodlieft keit 
At Poitiers he led on the fight, 

And took the French king John: 4 
King John was fine as fine cou'd be, 
But Engliſh Edward nought had He 5 

But my black armor on. 
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| He gave King John a royal treat, 

Fi And while the captive kept his os: 

Ĩ) be conqueror bent the knee. 

O England, England, mazſt thou reign 

Triumphant o'er the wat'ry main; 
So ends my prayer for thee. 


4 


AIR. Ro5AMoND, — 22 e 


vou bade me e guard my youthful heart, 1 — 
And warn'd me of the ſnare, 

But Love had fix'd the fatal dart, 

In ſpite of all your care. 


8 You faid I was too young for love, 
And if you told me true, 
Where is che wonder, ſhou'd I prove 

Too young for caution too? 


AIR. $1nt0x SAPLING. - in delle 


7 My daddy feeds in Rumſord town, 
A wealthy yeoman he, 

And all that wealth will be my own, 5 
He hath but 5 me. 


Sir yoke of oxen, ten milch 9 
All fat and fair to ſee, 


With pigs and poultry, ſhall be thine 
It thow'lt love wy me. 


Come then, Gavet laſs, to Rumford farm, 
And wedded let us be; 

Yow'll find a bed both ſnug and warm, 
And in it only me. 
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QUARTETTO. 


Maxctzr, RosAMoND, Downie, and Ktan. 
Tos 22 lerne * . eee, Hl, fon 
. R. Ah woeful da? 


Marg. : LE day of woe! 
= on bloody ſtroke! LN 
2 Marg FE 5 Oh! fatal blow ! 


Dominic. Huſh, huſh ! ſay no more, 
The deed it is oer. 
The n man is as dead as nail 1 in door. 


” Ry. & Murg. Deni in 9004 behold he lies, 
3 Struggles, ſtretches, gaſps, and dies! 
Dominic. Huſh, huſh! ſay no more, 


The deed it is oer, Th 
Better men than him have died before „ 
Remember this your tune i- 
Mors omnibus communis. 


AIR. ARMoRER. 


Shall a varlet thus under my noſe 
Dare to rifle my innocent Roſe ? 
If I've hammer'd out his brains, 
Let him take it for his pains, | 
As he came like a fool ſo he goes. 


ö 

I have fought for my country and King, 
| F or the Fair I will do the ſame ching: 
If the Sultan on his throne 


Should attempt my pretty one, ON 
5 With my * had oma . 


Fo or the throats of the law what care 1 - 
Like a man I have liv'd and will die: 
While my conſcience i it is clear, 

I have nothing elle to fear, 

Death and DRE alike 1 r. 


A IR. | | RoSAMOND, 


5 My heart, that widh affection glows 
For parents kind and dear, 
Fondly partakes of all your woes, 
And gives you tear boy tear: 


if by hard Fate's ſevere decree 

| My father's doom'd to fall, 

Sad widow, I will die with ha 
One grave ſhall hide us all. 


AIR. 


AIR. cler. 


5 1 a ſecret receſs of the ts: 
I have made a retreat for my love, 
Where no ſounds of alarm ſhall affail 
The ſoft lence chat reigns in the grove. 


For I never pd the art 
I 0o enſnare the ſoft boſom of youth; 
| Death ſhall firſt ſtop the pulte of my _ 
Ere time can in extinguiſh my truth. 


7, 3 AIR. | Dicechr, the Tails. 
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My Kate is trim and gay, 
And witty as you ſay, _ 
Bur ſhe tunes it both early and late; ; 
When ſhe has me by the ears, 
i Neither thimble, thread, nor ſheers, 
| 2 Can keep pace with the clack of my Kate. 
| | 1 5 


1 Her pretty lips are hung 

| +, With the devil of a tongue, 

F And it goes at the curſe of a rate; 

F When once the knot is tied, 

1 *Tis too late to turn aſide, 
J muſt ſtick to my curſe and my Kate. 
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He, with fond care and hovering wings 0 outſpread, 


AIR. Anu. 


 T have march'd in my day over thouſands of ſain, 


With the gallant Black Prince from the field ; 


I will combat the monarchs of F rance and of Spain, 


But to Richard of "ROM l yield. 


| From the ws attack of an ipadent fare | 


My ſweet Roſe with my life I will ſhield ; 


In the cauſe of the Fair I will cudgel a ke; a 


But to > Richard of England I Jud. 


1 will g0 to my 8 and bow to o the laws, | 


Till the truth in full light is reveal d, 


Unappall'd at the bar I will ſtand for my cauſe, 


But to Richard of England I yield. 


DUET. Canon and Ro5AMoND, zn 4 40 


2 Ch 
. ROSAMOND. 


When ſtormy clouds obſcure the wint' ry ies | 1 1 


TY her beloved mate the turile flies; 


"A ; 


F orms a ſoft ſhelter for his darling” s head. 


CAROL- 


— 


* . 
A — 


(8) 


CAROL. 


: 80 the poor frighted maid in rude alarms 
| Seeks the ſoft ſhelter of her lover's arms; 
Come then, thou little trembler, to thy neſt ; 
Fly to my * arms and be at et. 


| CAROL awd ROSAMOND. 


Cond then, tho little trembler, Kc. 
I come a fearful trembler to my neſt, 
Fly to yr faithful arms, and am at t reſt. 


IND OF THE FIRST ACT» 


ACT U. 


| AIR. Canor. 


I O! what awful form deſcending _ 
Mi F rom the azure fields of light, 
victory at his fide attending 
Bids me arm 1 and | Jon the fight. 


Here Dien peace inspiring. 
Warns me to a ſilent grave, 
a Glory there, my boſom firing, 

Bids me perifh with the brave. 


AIR. RosamonD. 


The failor thus his veſſel hardly ſteers, 
Amid the billows toſſing here and there, 
But now at length, when no kind ſtar appears, 
And night rolls on, and all is black deſpair, 
No A now left to reach his native coaſt, 


No hand to fave him—founders and is loſt. ated 
E AIR. 


AIR. Marczay. 


Ah! how happy were my days, 
| When beſide the forge's blaze, 


_ I cou'd fit at my needle and ſing; E 


As the morning lark aroſe 
1 call'd up my lovely Roſe, 


F reſh and fair as the bud of the ſpring, | 


"a the ls or the lt. 
By the willow-fringed rill, 


We went forth to provide for the day; 3 


Together as we walk'd, 1 
How my pretty prattler talk'd, 


h Every month was as s jocund as May. 


Now a ls fine and oreat, ” 
Deck'd in filken robes of ſtate, 


'To the court my {weet darling muſt go; 


I ſhall ſee my Roſe no more, 
All my happy days are o'er, 


What remains muſt be wajling and woe. 


AIR. Rosanox. 


Fluttering heart, ah ! tell me why 
Love provokes this cauſeleſs figh; 


Fooliſh thing, your fears give o'er, 
Can you dread whom I adore ? 
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EW 4 
Every eve the conſcious grove 
Echo'd forth your vows of love, 


When to Carol's boſom preſt, 5 
Trembler, * Was you not bleſt ? | 


Mingling wiſhes now with fears, 1 
Sprinkling ſmiles of joy with tears, 


Pain'd with bliſs, with torment pleas' d. ; 


Wed, fond heart, and be appear'd. 


81 NGLE Volc . 


| Liſt, neighbors, liſt! awake, ariſe: 
_ Lift, liſt, old Tom of Rumford cries, 
Lift to the bell, whoſe brazen throat 


Swinging flow, 
Loud and low, 


: Echoes : a diſmal dying note. 


CHorus., 


Hark, hark | *tis the toll of the bell— 
Rejoice, merry men, and be glad, 


If the toll of the bell 
Is a merry man's knell, 
'Twere folly for us to be fad. 
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We applaud, we applaud! Let our voices ariſe, 


Great town-clerk of Rumford, our glory and e, 


And the town- bell is dumb, while the town- clerk is 


(1 ) 


He that goes to the grave has no care, 
We that live have the worſt of the lays. 
Why ſhou'd we grieve for rs. --- 
Who now ſorrows for none 1 

80 let us drive « our r ſort aws away. 


1 rev the gay ol; mm it round, 
Let the chimes ſpread our chorus about 3 
And whilſt they ring round, 55 
We will dance to the ſound, 
7 And ſecond the Pat's with a ſhout— 
1 Huzza! 
| And Senda, dc. 5 


FuLL Cghoxus. 


And ſound out our triumphs, and ſhout to the ſkies! 


We join in full chorus to echo your name; 
When you call us to ſilence, attention's the word, 


heard. 


"AM. 


| AIR. Anxonen, 


A ſoldier once *mid piles of ſlain, 


2 On Creſſy's blood- beſprinkled plain, 


I join d the battle's roar ; © 
pacing thence to peaceful cell, 

F or war unfit, I thought to avell, 
And Rave on days of yore, 


Till rous di in benny? $ + to ſtrife, | 
For innocence I Rak'd my life, 
And ſplit the varlet's brain; 
Once more I brave the ſtorms of F ate, 
And mourn, alas! but all too late, : 
That peace 1 1s loſt again. 


Ak. Kare, the Tale Wife 


| You're a fine one, are you not? 
| Thus to run a-gadding ? 

Get you gone, you filly ſot ; 

| Who ſet you a-madding? 


5 


If a man to priſon goes, 
How can you defend him? 


_ Why ſhou'd you thruſt in your noſe ? ? 
| Can ſuch botchers mend him? gs 


He that Bet for Fighting? $ fake, 
Is an arrant fury: 


As he brews, ſo let him bake, | 
Leave him to his Jury. 


| Fighting is the ſoldier's forte, $ 9 Fx 
Drunkards will be brawling : _ ; 
Huſh you baby :—that's your ſort : 


\ 
Hark ! your kitten's ſqualling ! | 
AIR. Diccory. 3 
I ſcorn the botcher's paltry traſn, 
Snipping here, ſnipping there, 
_... Now a lit and then a ſlaſh, 
| Scraps of buckram, ſhreds of twiſt, | 
Tags of bobbing, rags of lift, _ 
Cabbage is below my care. 


I'm. 8 


* 


* 
I'm for my friend, 
Till the world's at an end, 
For the glory of tailors I'll be; 
Croſs- leg d upon my | board, 
I'll fit like any Lord, 
And FW tailors hall truckle to me. 


. 3 . 


* 


| How featly we danc'd in the gay golden days 


Of King Edward's all-conquering reign | 
We pip'd and we chanted our roundelays, | 


And we'll chant them again and again. 5 


[ will go to the market, the wake and the fair, 
And foot to the pipe and the drum, 


I You may ramble abroad in purſuit of dull care, 


But I will be merry at home. 


have ſtuck to the tackle while you ran away; 
Now, ſimpleton, caſt up your gains! 

t is your turn to work and my turn to play, 
Go, handle the gooſe for your pains. 


Round England's waite cliff tho the tormy waves 
roar, 
She ſhall fit like the Queen of the Sea : 
So we have but the calm of contentment on ſhore, 
Merry ſtill little England ſhall be. 
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( 16 ) 


Forx Crorvs, 


5 come, come, ſayr no more ; give the word and begone 
: March, march, face about There's no more to be 


done. 


Lo! the town- clerk is wroth: Who tall dare to 


reply 5 


Huzza, merry x men ris the 3 to LY 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


ACT 


re to 


. ACT III. . 


AR. KATE. 8. 


EN anch the gay + feafon of 3 joy, 

Take Time by the lock as he flies, : 

— For Time will our pleaſure deſtroy, = 
And quench the bright beam of the eyes. 


| The fool on to-morrow 8 | 
For tranſports that court him to- day, 
1 The moment that fortune befriends 
* for tis lat by An. 75 


Fe U* FHuunrolore AR. ee 


The man, who lets i ſprout | in o his bead, 

Can find no repoſe either up or in bed, 
Whatever he hears, and whatever he ſpies, 

Horns, horns are ſtall heuncing b his ears and his eyes. 


” 5 When 


(13) 


When the hunters ſo gay ſally forth in the morn, 
He ftaris at the ſound of the merry-ton'd horn; 
He trembles, poor wretch, when the cuckoo appears, 
And the W the 9 4 death to his ears. 


I told you in time, when : as yet ye were twain, 

That Kitty was wanton, coquettiſh, and vain; _ 
But warn'd of your danger, you wou'd have a nie, 6 
Setting horns at defiance, and took her for _— 


AR. snes SapLING, i 


"Then, tailor, be gay 
With the money I pay 


EE 1. 0 get rid of my terror and fear; 


Three marks are well ſpent, g 
: If they purchaſe content. 
And three marks thou ſhalt have by the year. 


No botcher but thee 
Shall thread needle for m, 
| While live, be it ever ſo long; 
And tho! free of your houſe, 
; I'll not aſk of your ſpouſe | 
7 To regale me with aught but a ſong. 


AIR 


O England, ob, my native ifle, 
Encircled by thy guardian fea, 35 | 
> : May peace within thy borders ſmile ; 
Ute, 


And build her halcyon neſt with thee, 


Mother of wilds nurſe of arts, 

For thee [ make my filial prayer 

May courage fill thy ſoldiers hearts, 
And chaſtity adorn the fair. 


5 dd and united thou mayſt ſtand 0 
Againſt a world in arms alone, 
Secure from every foreign hand, 
Thou ne'er canſt fall but by chine own. 


Cfokus. 


Let the caſtle courts reſound, 
While the joyful news goes round 
| That our Lord to his home will repair: 
will be merry in the hall, 

When our beards are wagging all, . 
And the ſmoke curls aloft in the air. 
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Proud wo pile, can theſe afviring towers 


; Can art adorn, with all its various powers, 
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We will frolic, dance, and hs; 
When the ſpigot's thrown away, 
And we puſh the old ſtingo about; 
We will ſing the ſun to reſt, 
And when morning ſtreaks the caſt, 
| Call him up, from his bed with a ſhout. 2 5 


AIR. - Cant, 


Improve the fragrance of my lovely Roſe? 


The e cheek, where modeſt nature glow? 


AIR. Cano 


In ſpring 8 ſweet prime the opening er 

Allures the roving bee; 
And is not Nature's vernal hour, 
Þ The hour for love and 19 7 ? 


F or like the hos Love's archer leaves 
His honey with the dart, Hs; 
And ſhe, who feels the wound, receives 5 
A ſweet, that heals the ſmart, 


1 


AK. ROSAMOND. | 


pv is my bad ervel man, you "11 break it; ; 
Or touch it not, or gently, ſoftly take it , 
Ah, Carol, dear beloved name, 
Where is your former temperate flame ; = 
Lo, what glances eſcape from your eyes, 
In your boſom what tumults ariſe? 
Why ſhould love a whirlwind be? 
Love me no leſs, but love like mg : 
| Emaoth glides the 12 o'er a 8 ſea. 


oWS! 


Fix ATE. 


His, come * bid old Night, 
Draw the curtains round us; 
| Sun, we do not want your light, 
; Leave us as you found us. 5 


Huſh, tho _ bird of morn, 
Hunters, know your duty, 
Wind not forth your early horn, 

Valor weds with beauty. 2 
Fairy 


DO, 
* 
V 


—— 2 


— 


5 
222 


— 
—— — 
— > 


— . 


* 
r > 
Q * L 


—_ 


2 Pn” — 
1 * 4 


„ of 


#3 
-4 
£ f 
* ; 
3 
* 
$15 = 
7 5 
8 4 
1 5 
mM 
1 17 
I 
> 3 1 
, p 
4 l 2 * 
| 1 
43 * 
[ - #3 
* 


n 


622 0 
F airy elves, with nimble tread, 
| Magic powers poſſeſſing, 


: Dance around the bridal bed, 
— che fair a bleſſing. - 


Sylphs, that whiſper airy dreams, 
Round her temples hover, 
. awake when morning beams, 
Smile upon your lover. 5 


: | Mercy bids en 3 CE. 
Gloomy fears diſpelling, 

| Mirth and harmony and peace 
| Here ſhall fix their dwelling, 


| ts . ſuch kr dh, = 
May no feuds deſtroy it! 
And your only ſtrife be this, 
Who ſhall belt enjoy it, 


END OF THE OPERA. 
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